CHAPTER TWENTY-FIRST
1 Digits*, but  1  Return to the Columbus Engagement of
Mr- and Mrs* Charles Kean—Their Peculiarities and Their Work.
BEFORE one has "arrived/* it is astonishing how precious the himpk'st word of encouragement or of pram* becomes, if given by one who has ** arrived/* Not long ago a lady fame up to me and said: ** I am Mrs, !>• - >t which is, of course, Greek to you; but 1 want to thank you now for your great goodness to me years ago. I wan in the ballet in a Chicago theatre. You were playing * Cantilie/ ()ne day the actress who played Olytttp? WIIH sick, and as I was, you said, the tallest and the handsome&t of the girls, you gave the part to me. 1 was wild with delight until the nervousness got hold rtf tin*, I wan not strong —-my gtomach failed me; the           thought that very funny, and guyed me
unmercifully. I wan surely breaking clown. You came along* ready to go on. am! heard them, I could scarcely stand. You said: "What's the matter —are you nervous?* I trird tci sfH*iik» but only nodded. You took my hand and, stroking It, gently said, * Isn't It awful?* then,                 at my tormentors, added, * but it's noth-
ing to fie                'of, anil just at nmm m you face
tlse footlights all your courage will form* back to you, and, my (fear, comfort yourself with the knowledge that the perfectly collected, self-satisficd beginner rarely attain* a very high poult son on the stage/ Oh, if you only knew how my heart jarof»ed at your word*. My fingers warmer, my nerve* steadier, and I really did succeed In               the lines over my lips some way, But you me, you made an actress of me* Ah,